Deen enure.      i ucy  ten wiuu nit: uwu
History had become real to me; every soldier was in my mind a lame old man who held out a hand that had shaken the hand of Lincoln for my small hand to shake. And through knowing them Soho had been revealed to me: these streets were unclean; the houses dirty. And they had once been beautiful. It was as if they had shown me a pitiful ragged creature, and had pointed out his rags, and had told me they had known him young and gracious and debonair.
[63]loor was taken by a huckster and his wife and children. The little grey house lost its trimness, its neatness. It grew grimy. It became ragged as if it were weary. The little grey house was swallowed up in Soho. I never saw Miss Graham come into our street again. But the old soldier came one [62]
